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P and. Do you hecre my Loid ; do you hcere. 

Tray/. What now ? 

P 'and: Heer’s a letter come from yond poorcgtrle. 

Tray. Let me read, 

Vand. A whorfon tifick , a whorfon rafcally thick fo 
troubles me, and the foolifh fortune of this girle, and what 
one thing, what another, that 1 fliall leaue ycu-one ath’s 
dayes : and Ihauea rheumeinmine eyes too , a d fuch an 
ache in my bones, that vnlcfle a man were curd I cannot 
tell what to thmkeoiVt.What fayes lire there ? 

Troy. Words, words,mceie words, no matter fro the heart, 
Th’effedf doth operate another way. 

Go windc to winde, there turne and change together : 

My loue with words and errors Hill fliefeedes. 

But edifies another with herdeedes. Exeunt » 

Enter 7- herji.es : excurftons. 

Therji. Now they are clapper-clawing one another: lie 
go lookc on, that diflembling abhominable varlet Diomede, 
has go: that fame feuruiedooting foolifh knaues fiecueof 
Troy there in his helme. I would faine fee them meete.thac 
that fame young Troyan alTe that loues the whore there, 
might fend that Greekifh whore-mafterly viUaine with the 
fleeue,back to the diflembling luxurious drabbe of a fleeue** 
lefle arrant. Atlv tother fide.th • pollicie of thofe craftie 
{'wearing raskalls ; that Hale old Moufe-eaten drye cheefe 
JVeJlor: and that fame dogge foxe Vhffes , is not prooud 
worth a Black-beny. They fet mee vpin pollicic, that 
mongrill curre iAi-tx , againft that dogge of as bad a 
kinde Achilla. And noWis the curre Aiax, prouder then 
the curre Achilles, and will nrt arme to day. Where-vpon 
the Grecians began to proclaime barbarifme , and pollicic 
ofQwes into an ill opinion.Soft here comes fleeue & tother, 
D Troy. Flye not , for fhouldft thou take the riucrStix,! 

would fw'im after, 

D tamed. Thou doofi mifcall retire, 

3 doe not flie,but aduantagic.us care, 

WVth-drew me from the ods of multitude, haue at thee? 

T^cr.HoW thy whore Grecian: now for thy whore Troian, 



Now the fleeue, now the fleeue. 

Enter Heft or* 

Kctt. What art G; eeke,art thou for Heelers n atch. 

Art thou of bloud and honour. 

T her. No, no , 1 am a rafcall,afcuruy rayling knaue.a very 

filthy roaguc. 

do beleeue thee,liue. 

T her. God a mercy, that thou wilt beleeue me, but ? pi ague 
breake thv neck — for flighting me: whats become ot the 
wenching roagues? I thirike they haue fwallowtd one ano- 
ther. I would laugh at that miracle — yet in a fort lechery 
eates it felfe,ile feeke them. Exit, 

Enter Diomedand Seruant . 

Dio. Goe go, my feruant take thou Tw/«r horfe, 

Prefent the taire fteed to my Lady C re !T l ^> 

Fellow commend myferuicc to her beauty.* 

Tell her I haue chaftif’d the amorous Troyan, 

And am her knight by proofs . Enter Agawm 9 

Chian. I goe my Lord.* 

.Rene w,renew, the fierce Pelidamas, 

Hath beate downe A7enen:ba(iaxd Arargarelon-, 

Hath Doreus prifoner. 

And (lands (joloffies wife wauing his beame, 

Vpon the p allied corfes of che Kings.* 

Sptfiroptts and (jedus , Pslixmes is faine, 

Amphimacus and T hous deadly hurt, 

Patroclus ranc or flaine,and Palamedes 
Sore hurt and bruifed,the dreadfull Sagittary, 

Appalls our nnmbers,haft we r Diomed i 
To rc-cnforcement or we peril'll ail. 

Enter Neftor. 

JVefl: Go beare P atrodus body to *Achil!es 9 
And bidrbefnail-pac’t tAtax arme for fliame, 

There is a thousand Hettors in the field.* 

Now here he fights on Galathe his horfe. 

And there lacks worke, anon he’s there a foote 
And there they flie or die, like fealing fculls. 

Before the belching Whal^then is he yondert «. . 

snd 
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